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HIS SACRIFICE :

For Lﬂvé ot Her'.

CHAPTER MNXXIV.—(CoNTINTED.)

As he sat now watching Roy, theold wish
thas the boy was his own son rcse withln
him. Ah, how bappy he wculd have been
with children to caflpmm father !

With a heavy sigh he stretched out his
hand, and tock up mechanically the paper
Roy had thrown down on the table,
a.ngwhme margin he had decorated so fan-
tastically. Was it swange that the color
faded suddenly out of his face, leaving it
white as death, that a look of ehary agony
leaped into his eyes? There, at thetop ot
she paper, clear and distinct, among a num-
ber of devices, such as anchors, shields, and
scrolls, was the name— Rus:el Anthon.

Roy had written it there quite uncon-
sciously. Mr. Aathon had been in his3
shoughts while he had teen idly scribbling,
and without thivking what he was doing,
ke had written his name.

l{ﬂj}r‘ 1y —

Something in the tone of the voice which
pronounced 'his name made Roy turn
suddenly on the p'ano stool. Richard Bran-
don still held the newspaper in his hand,
his face was averted; Roy did not see its
deathly pallor, or the drawn look about the
mouth. -

*‘Roy, did you write that name! ‘

The quiet voicec had a curious metallic
ring to 1t. oy gave one glance at the
paper, his face flushing.

“Yes, Uncle Richard,” he answered,
laughingly. *‘I confess it was rather chuld-
ish to scribble in that fashion.” :

““Do you know the man who bears that
name?’

“I am slightly acquainted with him,”
said Roy. *‘I have been in his house many
times, 1 know his daughter very well.”

“You know his daughter— Roy, why have
ycu never told me ¥ "

He raised his head now, Roy could
see his face and the look upon it startled
kim.

*I do not know why 1 have never spoken
to you about the Anthons, Uncle Richard.
Do you know Mr. Russel Anthon? "

Did he known him? The man who was
ealled Richard Brandon clinched his right
hand until the npaile sunk deep into the
palm; and his voice was strained and un
natural as heanswered:

*I knew him—once. Tell me when and
where you met the Anthons, Roy-—-tell me
all you know about them. "

And Roy, with a vaue fecling that there
was something about this of which he knew
nothing, told how he had first met Louie
Anthon; how th2 had iunvited him to call
upan her, and Le bad gore to her beautiful
home and had been intivduced to her hand-
some, stately father and levely mother.
And speaking and thinking of the girl he
loved so truly, Roy forgot the white-faced
man sitting opposite to niin, did not notice
the decep lines «f pain that came about
Hichard Branden’s mouth as he listened,
nor the luok of anguish that darkened his
cyes et the mention of lLouie's lovely

other,

““And that is not quite all, Uncle Rich-
ards” hesaid at last,his brown eyes growing
very soft and tender, ‘‘Ilove Louie Anthon
with all my heart, and my dearest hope is
that she will be my wife.”

Richard Brandon passed one hand over
nis eyes. Did he hear aright, or was he
coing mad? (‘ould it be that Roy, whom
he had brought up and cared for as though
ine had been his own son, loved and wished
to marry the child of the man who bhad
robbed him of name and wife, and home,and
friends? But for this girl-——this Louie of
whom Roy spoke, he could not have allowed
bis false, black-hearted brother to gc on
year after ycarliving in his place; the child
—Muriel's child aud Arundel’'s—had been
the link between them which he had felt he
could not break; l:e was Muriei's husband
but Arundel was the father of the child.

The mighty agony that had swept over
him that never, never aever to be forgotten
day, when standing in the darkened parior
of his own house he had realized Arundel’s
horrible treachery, wassweeping over him
again; again the iron fingers clutched his
throat, again the carth seemed to be falling
from under nis feet. And yet in all his
agouy he felt that he must be calm and not
Eﬁve way, must make po outward sign of
what he was suffering; for Roy must not
know that the name Russel Anthon held a
terrible significance for him, he must not
know that he would rather see him lying
dead than married to Arundel Anthon's
child. .

Roy had wait«d pa.iently for the man lie
had ¢:1'ed Unele Brchard eversinee heceulid
talk to spcak: at last Le said hesitatingly,
not knowing exact’y what to say, yet
anxious to break the silence

“Uacle Rchard, you do not think Iam
too young to marry, do you? I love Miss
Anthon so dearly—and 1 think—I am al-
most sure she loves me.

What could Richard Branden say in an-
swer, what objection conld le make? He
tried to thivk of something to =say, while
every detail of that terrible time wuas rising
clear and dis inct in his memory,

Muriel's little baby airl—the child who
oucht to bave been his child—it wasso L.ad
to understand that oy wanted to muory
this girl.

There was a duli, throbbing pain in R (h-
ard Branden's Temples, the power of action
seemed to be slipping away from him, yet
Roy was waiting for him to speak, and
he mustsay something,

*“You are cld enough to marry—I1 sup-
yose, Roy; but she—she s very young.’

**she 18 not £0 very young,” said oy
earnestly, not stepping to think in lus
earnestness that the remark was a
gssrance one for Richard Brandon to make,
“‘Louie Anthon was nineteen vears old last
Qctober.” |

CHAPTER XXX\V,

‘“‘Nineteen years old last October, repeat-
ed Richard Brandon; then slowly and wear-
ily, ‘‘no, Roy, no, you have made a mistake,
she was nst—she could rot have been nine-
teen last October.”

Roy looked at him in great amazement.
It was certainly very strange thethe should
speak so0 positively; how did he know how
o'd Louie Anthon was? And how pale he
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was, evidently laboring under some strong 1 _
A TR

excltementw
What did he know about tbe Anthon
family, and>why’bad" thé¢>memtion of the’
name aflected ,him ak it ha@idone?; Roy
had always- felt €hat~thedifo- of the gra‘{a
gentleman who bhad given him a fathers

tove and care, held a seeret sad and bitter.

he knew that he had suffered, whether

through his own act or the wrong-doing of

others bc did net know, nor did he ever

expect to know; for gentle and kind as

Richard Brandon wus, there was that about

him which told how useless it would be to

question him concerniag his own life, and

even Roy had never asked him anything

about his past. He had never before seen

him so moved and shaken, and he could not

help wondering if Louie Anthon's hand-

some, stately tather w.s not in some way

connected with the ~ecret of his life.

Little did Roy think how near he came to
the truth.

‘[ think, Uncle Richard, you have mnade
a mistake,” he said gently. ‘'‘Miss Anthon
told me herself only a week or two ago,
that che was nineteen years old the iwenty-
first of last October.”

There were restless gleams ot light coming
and going in Richard Brandon’s eyes, the
blsod was settling in spots upon his ashen
gray face, his fingers were twitching ner-
vously; and still he shook his head, while
he muttere:l as thcugh he was speaking to
himself. '

*‘It could not be.”

He spoke cnly those ijew words, yet in
his brain strange confused thoug .ts were
slowly shaping themselves.

And Roy, feeling very uncomlortable,
utterly at a loss how to account ior his un-
usual manner, and wishing he¢ understood
tze reason for it, trivd to speak hghtly as
he said that, af er all, it did not make much
difference just how old Louie Anthon was,
although pe was almost positive that she
had been born in Uctobzr of a certain year
which year he mentioned.

He was totally unprepuared for the effect
produced by his words. Richard Brarndon
sprang to his feet, grasping the carved back
ol a chair near himn so tightly that the veins
stood out tense and swollen. His great
dark eyes were like smoldering fires, his
face was fHushed a deep dull red, his lips
were quivering; he was trembling in every
limb. It was surely no trifing thing that
had shaken this quiet, reserved, grave
man to the very care and centre of his
being. :

“Roy,” he gasped,” you say—she was
born—the Octover of that year! My God,

boy, think what you are sayingz ! You do
not know what it means to me. 1f what

you say is true —then—"

He paused, sinking down heavily into his
chair. If what Roy said was true— If Louie
Anthon had been bern in October of that
fatal year—then she was his own child.
He bowed his head npon his hands, trying
to stem the wild rush of his thoughts, try-
ing to think calmly, thinking instinctively
that if he allowed the flo.a ut wild joy and
terrible bitterness that was rising within
him to sweep over him unrestrained, reason
would give way before it.

““Uncle Richard,” eaid Roy, his own face
pale now, teeling like a man who gropes
his way in the dark, *‘i caunot nnderstand;
I know that what I have said has affected
you terribly, yet I know not why.”

Richard Brandon raised his head, master
of his own emotions even at this great mo-
ment of hislife; for self-control is more the
result of habit, the outgrowth ot will-power,
than it is a natural characteristic, and for
many years he has been used to keeping his
own feelings in check.

““Roy, you cannot understaad, nor can I
explain to you. There are secrets which
must remain secrets to the end of time. If
my secret concerned only myself I would
tell it to you, but it ccncerns more than me,
I have acted strangely and unnaturally—
1t is because I have been 1noved and shaken
as I thought nothing could ever shake me
again, and there are times 1n life when our
emotions are stronger than we are; but you
must try and forget it—or, if that is im-
possible, think as little abont it as you can.
Lhismuch I can say—and it is only justice
to you that I should say it, because 1 think
you love me. If I have led a strangely
quiet and reserved lite, mingling but little
with my fellow men, it has not been be-
cause there was a stain upoa me which I
feared the world would discover.”

For a moment there was silence ia the
room—a silence broken only Ly the crackle
of the fire in the grate, the ticking of the
clock upon the mantel; then Roy spoke.

“Uncle Richard, I want no explanation:
l am content to let things remain as they
are. I have always felt that there wasa
bitter sorrow in your life, but that it was
not of your making I have been sure. I
have only one thing to ask you: Wou'd it
displease or sadden vou if 1 should marry
Miss Antihon? 7

I'or he knew now that 1a scme way the
Anthons were connected with the secret of
Richard Braundon's life.

tichard Brandon did not auswer at once
—he was thinking. If i was true that
Loouie, this girl that Roy loved, had been
born the October following the March of
that year when. leaving Muriel, his young
wife, anil his beautiful home, he had gone
to Mexies in search of Arucdel, then in all
truta she was his own child—and his weary,
sad bearts leaped and grew glad at the very
thought. DBut 1v was too late to claim her
now—that time had long ¢ ne by. He
could call her daughter never, n.ver; he
had a child, yet he must Le to all the
worid a chuldless man, Stitl, it Roy should |
marry her—:fshe was the wife of the man
he had loved frem his babvhood—no one
would think 1t strange if ne loved her; and
she would love kim, too,—oh! the peice
and blessedness of that! He would live
with them—Le would teach the little child.
ren that would com: to Roy and her to call
him grandfather, and they would not know
—Only he and God would know—that he '
was really their mother's father. He had
never dreamed that sach hapoiness would
come to him, and there was a soft, sad
smile upon his grief worn face as he said-

“It would not displease me Roy, no,
W happiness to me, not
SOITOW.

_”I am so glad,” Roy saitl,with a deep
sigh of relief. “You will love er, I know
Lucflfomcharﬁi. she is so lovely.” ’

*‘Roy, " "— there was a break ij
Brandon's voice 4
her mother ¢ "

Richard
as ke spoke—‘‘is- she like

“Yes, very much, only her eyes are |
I

morrow night 1 uha.!l_ll_ Eu to Mr. Anthon and

ask his consent toii this :deughter by
wife. You say you knew him once, it is
strange he did .not remember your name,
for 1 know I have spocken of you Iin his

resence.” :
5 Richard Brandon’s brow darkened.

vHe does not know me,” he said ‘f he
knows no such man as Richard Brandon.
Roy, you are quite sure that Loule A;;nthnn
was nineteen years old last Octobgr?

‘‘Perfectly sure,” answered hJY, firmly.

The thought had come to him within the
last few moments that Xerhaps in his early
manhood Richard Brandon had loved Louie’s
beautiful mother, bad loved her so dearly as
men do sometimes love—that when she had
married Mr. Anthon it had swept joy and
brightness forever out of his lite, and his
bitter disappointment kad made him the

rave, quiet man he was. Even if Russel

nthon did not know Richard Brandon,
Richard Brandon would know him, bi_ecaqaa
he was the man who had won that which ne
had striven in vain to win. If sach was
the case, if Mr. Anthon had married the
woman who was dearer to Richard Brandon
than all else in the world beside, Roy
thought it was unct at all strange that his
uncle’s face had clouded at the very sight
of the name, Russel Anthon, or that the
menticn of it had brought up a host of bit-
ter, painful memories. +

So in his own way Roy accounted for it
all, until it no longer seen edstrange o1 hard
to tnierstand.

““After Roy had le!t him that night, and
he was alone, Richard Brandon gave his
thoughts free scope. [t was almost like
that other bight 30 long ago, when the full
realization of Arunlel’s faithlessness and dis-
honor had overwhelmed him. Bittzrness
long suppressed rose in his heart; fierce,
terrible anger for Arundel, and rebellion
against the fate which had laid waste his
life,© He had thought he had suffered all
he could possibly suffer, and now the al-
most cerwaiu knowledge that the child
which he had though: the strongest link
between Muriel and Arundel was his own
child, brought with it agony which well
nigh prostrated him. 7Tne patience and
resignation which bad helped him to bear
his :orrow all these years left him; passions
which he had thought were dead, awoke
within him; hate and resentment and re-
lentless wrath., He felt that he must go
now to Arundel and shoot him down like a
dog; what right had he to live—that false,
black-hearted man whose life was a mon-
strous lie?

The gray dewn still found Richard Bran-
don still crouching in his chair before the
fire, which during the night had burned it-
self out and was only a heap eof ashes, and
in tke pale, dim light bhis face looked hard
and cold and pitiless,there were deep-drawn
lines about his colorless lips, and he spoke
through his clenclhed teeth as he muttered:

“You stole my wife, my name, iny friends
away from me, Arundel Anthon; you robbed
e of joy and happiness and peace, and if
1t 18 indeed true that the child who has
calleil
chill, then 1f God can forgive you let Him
do it, but I can never, never ! "

CHAPTER J{I{KT\I.

““I know you are very much disappointed,
Russel,” said Mauriel, regretfully; ‘but
Louie says she knows now she never loved
him, though for his sake and ours she has
tried te make herself believe she did, and
she has only discovered a few days ago that
her feelings for him could pever be any
warmer than those ot friendship.”

“Bah!” sald Arundel, contemptuously,

an ugly frown darkening his handsome,
high-bred face. *‘Is that reasonable, Muriel
—does 1t take a woman so long to discover
whether or no shelovesa man? I can fird
no excuse for her actions. \Vhy did she not
tell usall in the first place that she would
not be his wife? But no, she knew how
much he cared for her, and she encouraced
him to think she would accept him, she
knew how much I wished her to marry him,
andshe gave me every reason to belicve she
would do as I wished, only to disappoint us
both in theend.” And Arundel arose from
his chair and wa'ked up and down the long
room, finding great diffizulty in controlling
himself,
It was not quite eight o’clock in the even-
ing, and he and Muriel were alone together
in the library. For the past forty eight
hours Aruadel Anthon had been in any -
thing but an angelic frame of mind. He
had been so sure that Louie would accept
Percy Everingham that when she told him
sne had refused him he had been horribly
disappointed; what is more, it had galled
him to think that this girl whom he had dis-
liked from her very birth, had dared to
thwart him, had defied him to his face,
looking at him with her great brown eyes
—the eyes which he could not bear to meet,
He would have liked to have been able to
force her to marry Percy, to make her bend
to his wishes,

“Don’t think too hardly of ie,” sai
Muriel, wistfully, I am gure Eﬁglgid E;i
mean 10 give either you or Percy any false
hope, sheis too true by nature for that. Did
Percy seem to feel very bad when you saw
him yesterday, dear 7
... Very badly,indeed,” answered Arundel,

he was bitterly disappointed, for he had
never thought for a moment but that Louic
would t:ll him she would be his wife.
Muriel,” and he paused in his walk up and
down the room, and stood still on the
hearth-rag, *‘do you think she refu~cd him
because she cared for some one elge?”

“‘I have been_thinking aboaut that myself,”
said Muriel, earnestly. ‘I am quite sure
something bas happened very lately to
change her feeiings toward him. She mav

‘have discovered that she didn’t cave for him

only when she found that she loved some.
body else.”

“But who could it be?” asked Arurdel, a
most unamiable feeling arisin 2 with him ;:0-
wards the person w_hu had trustrated his
plans reis-‘.ardlng Louie and Percy Evring.
lﬁzm. f' Doﬁa any gentleman come to the

use for whom you think ic
lor Siking Hurigl? 1 think she has a particu-

Muriel hesitated an instant. i

1€ con
that what she was a! out to aa}: wﬂfﬁ'zﬁ

not be particularly pleasing to her h
*“I think she carﬂa'mnrg for Il«‘:;::;u‘-t Eﬁ:

more than for any other gent
calls upon her,” ahe?nnnﬁéfeﬁ?n'lemm e
= ““Roy Glenmore!” exclaimed Arundel
rowning agaid. ““I havs never liked that

you father all these years is my.

different; they_are decp, true, earnest oges 1 fc

|

" thon, that she does.”

31, 1808, of good family.

.dark blue flannel shirt

etween” l"':'f-;'; S~y e o] ’-
goon, give him .to undmtand that we
::;I d‘ispg#’e with his’society. '-B‘ntf,fgunﬂ,
why did you not tell me this before ! o -
«*Because; dear, I bad no adea of such-a
thing myself until the day before yesterdsy..

ml‘r:%"ell, he will never get my consent to

her,” said Arundel decidedly. *“I
E]::?nlwaya disliked him; I more than dis-

like him now. disliked him, Russel,”

“T have never :
Muriel eaiv, unwilling to admit to herself

that her hustand'sopinions with reference to

- o BP TIRS Savings for O1q N
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Rov Glenmore were unjust, to say the least.
“j:][fe is very gentlemanly and inteliigent,
and his manners are perfect; the Van Al-
stynes think everything of him; still L bave
always wished that I knew more about his
family. Jt is so strange, Russel, he seems to
have no other relative, except his uncle—a
Mr. Brandon.” )

t He is Richard Brandon, one of the firm
of Disbrow & Co.,” said Arundel. *‘‘Some
one was telling me about him the other day:
a grave, silent man, who does not go into
any society, has no intimate friends, and

who never, under any circumstances, can be

induced to speak of his past life, We do

not want to have anything to do with such
people, Muriel. 1 am sorry, very =orry,
that Louie ever met this fellow Glenmore.

There was silence between them for a
moment; then Muriel was just about to speak
when there was a knock at the door, and a
servant, coming into the room, informed Mr.
Anthon that Mr. Glenmore had called, and
would like to see him.

““ Oh Russel, don’t say anything to hurt
his feclings,” pleaded Muriel, as she rose to
leave the room. *‘1 can imagine what he
has come to ask vou.”

‘*So can I,” said Aruandel, quietly.

‘‘ But, dear. Louie may love him rery
dearly,” said Muriel, anxiously. ¢ Had we
not better consult her, Russel, before you
give him your answer?”

Arundel looked down into the lovely,
troubled face.

“*Muriel do you think it would be right
for us to allow Louie to marry a man of
wh-se family and antecedents we Kknow
positively nothing, whose only known rela-
tive i3 a man whose life is a mystery to
those who know him ?”

Aud Muriel answered ““No.”

When Roy Glenmore entered the library
he found Mr. Anthon standing in front of
the fire waiting for him, and though he
greeted him with perfect politeness Roy
could not help lLut notice the chill in his
manner.

There was a few moments’ conversation
upon various everyday subjects, a pause,
and then Roy said:

“Mr. Aathon I cam: here to-night to tell
you that I love your du _hter, to ask you if
I have your consent t. ik her to be my
wife.”’

A slight nclination o¢f the handsome
heal which might mean anything or
nothing; Roy concluded that it mz2ant “‘go
on,” acd he wen{ on accordingly, his face
flushing, his eyes darkening with earnest-
ness,

‘“ I haveloved her ever since [ first met
her, and I would strive earnestly and
faithfully to keep every shadow, every
sorrow out of her life. I know that what
I am asking of you is no small thing,
Mr. Anthon, I know she is your only
child, that she is very dcar to you; but
if you will give her to me, I will hold her
as the dearest, most precions thing on
carth.”

“Do youa think, Mr. Glenmore, that my
daunghter returns your love*”

A look of rare tenderness gathered about
Roy’s mouth. '

‘I think—I am almost sure, Mr. An-

Arundel leaned back in his chair, his face
haughty and cold. The dislike he had al-
ways felt for Ray Gl:nmore had increased a
thousand-fold. He was the one then who
had ?uiled Lis plans; but for him Louie
would not have refused Percy Evringham;
he had already made love to the girl, well,
he would punish him for his presumpticn.

““Mr, Glenmore, you must pardon me for
speaking so plainly, but I cannot give my
consent to your marriage with my daughter
until I -know more about yeu and your |
family tian I already do ; yon must re-
member you are almost a strauger to ne.”

(TO BE CONTINCTED.)

----- - il — i — e am  —
The Composcr of “Eattlven Maviuraeen. "

In a scantily furniched room at 62 Parkin
atreet, sits an old gray-haired man, finger-
Ingz an ancient piano. It is Frederick Nie-
holls Crouch, the author of **Kathleen Mav-
ourneen.” His personal appearance is
striking.  Of a soort, compact figure, his
movements are astonishingly quick and act-
ive. He has a bushy growth of hair and
beard, his complexion is ruddy, and from
uoder rugged brown shine bright hazsl eyes.
His dress consists of an old soldiers coat
and well-wora pant.
aloons, Prof. Crouch says he knew Ps}.ﬁé
and led the music on tie night, when, at
Drury Lane Theatre, Payne's opera of ““Clari
the Maid of Milan,” was produced.  Sir
Henry Bishop was the composer, Payne
wrote the words. Both men were in the
wings and in fall view of Prof. Crouch dur.
1ug the performance. The song of ““Home
Sweet Home,” was written for this opera:
Ergf. Crouch told how his own famous sone

Kathleen Mavourneen,” was mmpnseﬁf
He said the words had been sent to him
from London by Mrs. Crawford. He was
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A Remarkable ngEF

I must tell you of the repy,
. arkable i, B
performed by one of those IittIeaﬂﬂimﬂ

| S From these fig
ber balloons, such as are goj] 1 1 il

decline, until

for a few sous, o1 given aq au"lu]; v ker we find the
to purchascrs in some ¢f t}.a"lr'ﬂ:’:'fﬂt qined is $195,0
goods shops.  Mr, Oberielder 4 o, 0,000,000, wht
keeper at Auteuil, saw jiis sqp pg;‘f?‘“ I glnost spent  d
one of these balloons, whici a4 Vitg e @EI|s mines Werc ¢
a shop called “Pygmalion COme . e’ ran up from

; I forgg; .
mention that the shops print tieir nuaf,,{'"
the balloons. Just for a joke g, i
wrote on the back of his husigees oo

- i
promise to pay one bottle of ol gy, |

od a-ide for fe
became an a3s
nse hills 1o at
qres DOW ¥

the person who would retury the 1. v mines during
% 1 the L., - 3

and, after tying the card to tle b;!.‘.r];w?h pduced  £W Egtp

it adrift. s er, one hundre
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